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KNOW I'M MAD. 


... WAIT... 
HE SAME THING. 





ALL I KNOW IS I'M LOOKING 
DEATH IN THE FACE... 
THE EYE...CRAZY EYES... 


AKNIFE...ABOLT 
TO GO INTO ME. 
AND I'M MORE 
CONCERNED WITH... 


I COULD DIE AND I'M 


OF THE WEAPON THAT'S 
ABOLT TO KILL ME. 
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I DUNNO HOW MLICH HELP WE ARE, 
BUT YBAH...I GUESS...SORT OF. 








I KNOW THAT GENERATION 
FTER GENERATION OF 


R uP UNTIL THIS MOMENT, SADIE” 


IN é Tr, 
PORES FORCE: AND I DIDN'T NEED MUCH HELP. 
1 KNOW THAT YOUR = 
FATHER HELPED JACK'S DAD 
ALOT At x 


ND THAT YOU GUYS 
ARE TRYING TO DO THE 
SAME WITH JACK. 


i 
» AES 


JACK, DON'T 
BE CRABS! 
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$8. | | ( 
RAGDOLL'S 2 - 
BACK FROM = 
THE DE; / 8 
é s ae 
5 pu, x 


HAN 
Mi 
u je ‘ . 






THIS RAGDO! BUT THE DEATHS 
re DON'T HAVE A 
MOTIVE. 
KILLINGS. I KNOW 
THAT THE RAGDOLL 
OF THEN NEVER 
DID ANYTHING 
RANDOMLY. 






WE NEED TO 





y SIT DOWN WITH THE 
OMAN. THe ONE FILES, DAD. 





a 

TIME RAGDOLL WAS 
SPOTTED AFTER ONE 
OF THESE NEW RASH 


LEAPING ACROSS 
FM, (o> ROOF TORS 


SO IT'S NOT. 

SAME RAGDOLL. 
IT'S A PSYCHO 

COPYCAT. 


AND IF 
THE VILLAIN'S TRUE 
IDENTITY IS A MYSTERY, 
PERHAPS HIS MOTIVES 
ARE TOO. 


AND, 1 KNOW 
YOU'LL MAKE ME 
PROUD, SON. 


1LOON'T 
UNDERSTAND. MY UNDERSTAND. 
LIFE? FROM 
WHOM? 


I THOUGHT THE 
KILLINGS WERE 
RANDOM. 


YES, ALL MEN, BUT TWO _OF THE . 
IE RICH. SOME POOR. FOUR WENTTO THE \ 
HELL, ONE GUY WAS HOME. B SAME SCHOOL AS YOU. 
LESS. RANDOM VIOLENCE? 7 THEY ARE A YEAR 
SURE, ON THE SURFACE. BITHER SIDE OF 


BUT 1 STUDIED 
THE LIVES OF HIS 
VICTIMS. 


REMEMBER 
THEM? 






















YES. IN 
FACTIDO. Iwas Vee 
SAD HEARING ABOUT Laden 


THEN I LOOKED 
THI 
THEIR DEATHS. 


je 


LEWIS PLAYED DRUMS 
INA JAZZ BAND. 








YES, INFACT I DO NOW 
YOU MENTION IT. LDIDN'T | rubdGanyeae 
REALIZE IT WAS THEM. Meo ee | Hey 
WE'DLOST TOUCH HT yoteD BLAKE AND 
OVER THE YEARS. tove'é 
ABILITIES AS JAZZ [- 
MUBICIANE_ GAX 


7, ANC YOU 
PLAYED PIANO. 
TOGETHER, ALL 
FIVE OF YOU 
PLAYED INA | ) = 
BAND WHILE | 
\ YOU WERE IN 


I'M NOT 


REABON RAGDOLL WANTS 
TO KILL YOU ALL. f 








course Heid return and die fi 
Vic abit hed het Finate”” 


SO, WHAT. 
CAN Y'TELL ME 'BOUT 
LAHDI MOMBE? 


THE NAME 
16 FAMILIAR, BUT... 
LET ME THINK. 


COME ON, SHADE, MOMBE. BLACK OH, YEAH? WELL 
WHAT'CHA THINK YOU'RE " FELLA FROM CANADA. NOW HE'S IN JAIL, 
PLAYIN' AT, AMIGOZ FREED SLAVE, OR 
SOMESUCH, 


I'M SORRY, 
BRIAN. HE 
MADE ME 
SWEAR AN 

OATH OF CON- 
FIDENCE. 


OH, DEAR. 
I iD WE 
MIGHT HAVE 


JOUSTS. BUT 
VERY WELL... 





MY GRANDFATHER AND BUT THEIR OWNER... MASTER. 
HIS BROTHER WERE WA HE HAD ENEMIES. A GROUP 
BROUGHT HERE FROM AS HOW (O WANTED HIS LAND. THEY 
AFRICA, SLAVES? eEnr PISTOLEROS FROM SOUTH 
OF THE BORDER TO GUN HIM 


bie MN HELE hs 6 LANG, BUT 
ATTACKING | Sy WE FOR THE 
MAN'S WIFE AND CHILDREN. 


MY GRANDFATHER AND HIS BROTHER ANYWAY, MY GRANDFATHER WHERE THEY 
WENT NORTH WHERE THE WORKED IN MENIAL 
COLOR OF A MAN'S SKIN JOBS. SERVANTS. 
bie age ee ALT TES 


Less. ut BLACKSMITH. 
EARALY "MOVED NORTH Ss 
TOO, St NT NOT AS AS FAR. iT 


T. AT LEAS’ 
"8 WHAT HE 
TOLD ME INA 


J KNOW YOU MY GRANDFATHER, 
eve ‘ON Resi KEPT MOVING NORTH. 

(A iy wave CANADA TOOK HIM IN. HE 

PLE ARE Si MADE A FORTUNE IN FURS. 

* tore abot IM PAI WEALTHY ENOL it CAN 

'M PAID. 
eT IR SUCH DEEDS. /HATEVER 
N EM- oA PRICE Is NOT Paice Ou ASE 
PLOYMENT HE wore 
THAT, BUT DIDN'T SAY 
WHERE EXACTLY. 





AUS had that 
Mombe needed 


HEY, MR. 
LICORICE. YOU 
BIN as 


WITH THEM LONG LEGS MY INTERESTS AND 
K PECCADIL iB ARE AND 
SHALL REMAIN MY OWN 
BE TALKIN’ TO, SVEN IF AFFAIR. NOW I'D 
THERE WAS ANYONE ADVIBE YOU TO-- 
ELSE 'BOLITS. 


PICCAWHAT! 


D'YOU. puss, 
CUBE M 
y'sSNOWABITCH? 














































































































I RETURNED MY, FINDINGS 
TO MOMBE...THAT 
COUSIN WILL HAD EENT THE 
PERSONAL VALET TO i 


AL&O WARNED 


LWAS PAID BY. 
MOMBE AND BADE 
HIM GOOD DAY. 


IT DION'T 
BOTHER YOU HE 
MIGHT BE GOING 
INTO DANGER 7 


1WwAs 
HIRED FOR A 
SERVICE THAT 1 
SUPPLIED. 1 WAS 
THEN PAID. 


HE WENT TO WATTEAU. 
WATTEAU, WHO'S NOT 


YEAH, 
AMIGO, THAT'D KNOWN TO MANY, 'CEPT 


BE NICE. THOSE AMONG THE CITY 
FATHERS HE SLIPS THE 
‘CEPT OL' "CHARI 
MOMBE CAUSED ME | CONTRIBUTION" TO. 
ONE HIGH N'MIGHTY 
BROUHAHA. 





THING 'BOLT ACCUSATIONS, SHADE, 
1S THAT'S ALL THEY ARE. THEY 
BECOME TRUTHS WHEN THEY'RE 
SUBSTANTIATIN' FACTS THEY SPEAK WHAT 
"FACTS. 

WATTEAU WANTS 'EM TO. 

DIDN'T TAKE NO PINKER- 

TON JACKASS T'WORK 

OUT THAT ONE. 


IF NOT, 1'D ATLEAST NEED 
PROOF THAT THE TOTEM 
WAS WILL'S. 


NOT AGAINST 
WATTEAU. NOT WITH SOME 
BIG, FAT CITY FATHERS LAPPIN' 
AT WATTEAU'S CREAM. GURE 
THE TOTEM'S THERE, BLT 
POBEEBGION SAYS IT'S 
WATTEAU’S. 





1 WAS HOPIN' YOU KNEW MOMBE'S RILED. HE 
S01 COULD RESOLVE | | GETS RILED ENOLIGH 

THIS 'FORE I HAVE TO D0 | | TO HURT SOMEONE, 
SOMETHING, 3 DON'T WANT I 


GOTTA MAK! 
SURE HE DON'T. 





I SPOKE IN AFRICAN. 
BUT MY NATIVE 
TONGUE 1S ENGLI6H, 
Sik. LWAS. 
BORN IN CANADA, 
NOT THE CONGO. 


1 THREW IT IN THE 
FIRE, FINALLY. I 
THOUGHT THAT 
WOULD END IT. 


ME 


TO 


TR: 


ALL 1 SAID THEN 
WAS 1 HOPED 
MY ANCESTORS 


Y. 


YOU CURSED ME! THAT'S WHAT 
YOU DID, 1 KNOW IT. BEFORE YOU 
LEFT YOU SAID THOSE WORDS 
IN YOUR DAMNED NATIVE 
TONGUE. 


io 


TORS ARE ALL 
AROUND US NOW. 
THIS STATUE. 


IN MY HOUSE 
IT APPEARS. 


YOU KNOW. 
IT'S NOT JUBT A 








YOU GONNA TELL US WHY, WATTEAU.. 
"FORE YOU CROAK? 1 BET OL' ST. 
PETE MIGHT LET YOU IN THE BACK 
DOOR IF YOU CONFESSED HERE 
‘AND NOW. 


OFFERED WE ARGUED. STRUGGLED, 
WILL MONEY RABBED THE HEAD oF 
WOULDN'T... + fe STATUE. THE KAIFE 
CAME OUT. 


TAKE IT, 
WoULON'T SELL 
ae HAVE 
IT. 





1 KNOW, 
RED, I'M DOING 
WHAT T 


CAN. 


GREASED 
ALOT OF OTHER 
PALMS TOO. I'M J 


AN 
HOUR TO 
MY6ELF... 


THAT MEANS: 
I'LL EITHER HEAR 
WHAT THE MIST IS 
PLANNING. OR I'LL 

CATCH HIM 

AT IT... 





ALREADY 
TWO COUPLES SPLIT UP. 
THERE WAG A FIST FIGHT, 


SOMETHING UINGPEAK: 
ABLE IN THE BATH- 
ROOM. 


TYPICAL 
THURSDAY NIGHT 
PARTY THEN. 


FINE, DORIS. 


FINE AND DANDY. HEY, YOu 
GUYS SEEN SANDEREON 
BLOCK? 


bi B 
OW TIE, DORIS. 
T REMEMBER IF IT WAS 


THE THINKING WORE 
‘ME OUT AND T 
NEEDED A NAP. 


SOMETIMES 
T WONDER: 
WHAT I See 


My DYNAMIC \ 
PERSONALITY 7 


NO, 
HIS COUGIN 
THE BANKER. OLDER 
FELLOW. I THINK HE 
CAME HERE STAG 
TONIGHT. ANYWAY 
HE HAS A PHONE 
CALL. 


WAIT, 
(8N'T THAT 
HIM OVER 
THERE? 














OWS HOW T'M 
Sone TO EXPLAIN 
IT TO DORIS. 







...BUT WITH 
THE MIST OUT THERE... 





THE MORE 1 





NOW THI6. A BAR. 
THREE BOUIRBONS AND 
A FARAWAY LOOK. 


1 SHOULD 
APPROACH HIM-- 
NO, MAYBE BETTER | 
TO WAIT. 











1 JUST WI6H_ 
I KNEW WHAT 
HE WAS THINKING. 
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AHH, 
WE HAVE GUESTS. 
T HOPE YOU'VE BEEN 


v 


} 
\ 
N 
me 
as 5S 


LGET BAI 
A CALL FROM A ARE 
TI HT 


/ 
7) S\ a) 


ae 


ee 
Pe 


AND I 
DECIDED IT WAS 
BESET NOT TO 
DO AS YOU 
SAID. 





tf IT 
HADN'T viseupteo \ 
MY PLANS I'D BE 
R IMPRESSED. 








Wyss 


Me lela (Oy 





WHY, 
BLOCK? Wuy DID 
YOU KILL HER? 


THE MIST 
WAS STRONGER 
THAN ME. HE HAD 
MY WIFE AND THAT 

MADE ME THE 
WEAK ONE. 


I DION'T 
GET WHERE 
1 AM TODAY. 
BY NOT BEING 
STRONGEST. 














THEY SAID 
SOMETHING 
HAPPENED 
WITH THE KNIFE 
BEFORE. 











THAT IT 
WAS UNLUCKY FOR 
THE WATTEAL FAMILY... 
MY WIFE'S FAMILY... 
HER MAIDEN NAME. 
UNLUCKY, YEAH... 




















1, CAN" 
NOW. 


r 
NO, WAIT UP. 1 U 
GOTTA CONFESS... 


SN 


BUT WHEN IT CAME THE 
TEST OF MY MORALS: 





«+, THERE WAS NO TEST...NO 
CROSSROADS. I NEEDED AND WITH MY POWERS 
DOUGH FOR A TIP I GOT AT (IT WAS BABY. AND FLIN/ 

iE Kk, SOT Wh 


A BANK. ASMALL BANK. 
om YOU COULD 
HAVE KILLED 
THEM/ 
We, <= @ 
<< rs 


So) 77 





ES 





DELIVER ICE? EVERYONE'S 
GETTING REFRI seo cokes 


TEND 8. 
DRINK AWAY THE Beorite, 





IMA Cons Kk ROBBER. 1 t! VE 


Li IE TO ACCEPT IT, 
Wil) CANT 3OU7 AND if YOU ( 
GOT Behn fo) oe 

THe EXACT. GAME THING? yf 

A) 
z 
iaor< 
wv yo 
3 : Ze 























Aa aor A 
voha KiO Se 


FIERCE IN THE 
fecal YOU DIGZ 


























T A DATE WITH HER 
cone A QUARTER TO NINE, 
DO NOT INTEND MISSING. 


a 





NOTE foe RICH | MeN ‘6 
= puMay IN Fienre/ 





MET HER AT AN 
OYE6TER BAR 
~ IN OLOTOWN. 
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COZY AND REMOTE. 
I'LL GET HOME IN TIME TO 






Ne 
JE 
He's GIB TENT. 
Tee ENE HIM THAT. 


LIKE I SAID, NOTHING'S 
KEEPING ME 
FROM MY DATE LATER. 


NO DUMMY 
IN TIGHTS... 





NOs — 
BELIEVE 








THERE'S ONE THING YOU 


Nt 
ME. I'M A CAT WHO 18) 
AFRAIO TO CLIT AND RUN. 


L TOOK ALITTLE Crazy 
CASH FROM THE LARGER 
nea ENOUGH 


R TWO 
AND A DANCE TONIGHT. 














ONE HAND PLAYED. 
IF ESCuss BEA Na) igi. 


LET THE £21 A cae IT LIE 
AT THE Bi OF THE 
CANYON with nee CAR. 


STARMAN THI THINKING. 


Bes BUT NO. ROBBERY'6 ONE 
Me Sy A WHOLE DIFFERENT SCAT. 
ey a * 

v3 


1 ABAD 
ou blooy, CAN'T } 
«SAY TKNOW. 


a Me. 


STILL PITY aBouT THE |p 
LOOT DOWN THERE. oe 


SOME OF IT THAT DION'T 
GET SCORCHED'LL BE 
GATHERED UP AT LEAST. 


LA 


LET'S GO BACK TO | | 
AGIMPLER TIME. Fal 


Fi —" se 


AND THEY WHO GROW WERE [\ 
STILL YOUNG. EAGER. FULL fs 
OF FUN. MISCHIEF. HUMOR. 


Se 
YES, LET'S TAKE \ 3 
AVIBIT TO THOSE 
LOVABLE SCAMPS... 


YEAH, WE'RE 
GONNA CATCH THE 
CARDBOARD GANG, 
BEFORE THEY ROB 
ANOTHER BANK 

iT 

















ay 


; \} 
\ fT 
THOSE LL oO’ : (4) 
The,OLD;G ER. 





WANTED IN THREE STATES, 
AND WE GOTTA BE ON 
Our TOES IF WE'RE 
GONNA CATCH 
THEM. 


GOING Home 
IF YOU'RE GOOL 


YOU Guys > gil 
(T'S DANGEROUS. UNTIL 
WE'VE CAUGHT THE CARD- 


Ve 
STOPPED, YOU SHOULD 
ALL BE INSIDE. 


YOu'LL 
ALL GET IN 
THE WAY, IS 

TRUTH 


AND, MASON, 
IS THAT DAD'S OLD 
CAP YOU GOT? 





HAVE 
YOU SEEN THE 
POLICE ABOUTS, 
MATT? 


A FEW BITES AND A 
FAREWELL LATEI 


COOKIES. 
CHOCOLATES 
RAISINS. 


D TO HIT ME, 
CLARENCE WOULD'A 
LET US STAY 


YEAH, ABOUTS. 
NOT HERE THOUGH. 
UMOR \S THE CARD- 


HEY LOOK, 
DAD'S HAT MAKES 
A GREA 
FRISBEE/ 








STICKING“ 
MY PANTS LEGS 
IN MY BOCKS. 


[ PULL OF TRASH 
AND JUNK HE GETS 
FROM ALL ABOUT. : 
HE'LL WHOP YOU 
BUT GOOD IF HE 
CATCHES YOU. 











/ GOTTA GO. 
I FORK, DAD'S 










wow, 
HE'S JUMPED 
THE FENCE. 


at EER fast I'M ~ 
‘M_GOING No 
ACROBATIC INTO ZUCCO'S YARD ¢ 
STUFFZ TOO. 1 THREW THE 
CAP. I'M OLDEST. 
‘SIDES, L AIN'T LETTING 
ANYONE BUT ME AND 
DAD HIT MY LITTLE 
BRO’. CERTAINLY 
NOT, SOME OLD 
CODGER. 






YOU THINK? 


- s 


af MAsON? ‘y 
==- WHERE ARE 
—_) your / 


‘G 
oH 


JEEPERS, 
IASON, Y'ECARED 
THE BEJEZUS 
OUTTA ME. 


THE CAP ANY- 
WHERE... 


DOING 2/ 





AND...AND... THE: 
SCREAMED. 


AND... AND... 
YOU KNOW WHAT...I WAS 
THINKING...ABOUT OLD 
MAN ZUCCO. 











HAVE SOME 
MILK AND MORE 
COOKIES. I'LL CALL 
THE POLICE FROM 
THE OTHER 


THOUGH 
I'M SURE 


HIS PLACE...THAT 


MAYBE THAT'S 
IRD GANG / WHY THEY SCREAMED. 
E OUT. MAYBE ZUCCO'S IN 
WITH THE CARDBOARD 
GANG AND THEY GOT 
MATT 'N'MASON. 


CALL THE POLICE, 
MRS. TOLLIVER. CALL MY 


BROTHER, CLARENCE. 
B'GOLLY WE'RE 
IN IT NOW. 


I CALLED THE POLICE. 
THEY'LL BE HERE SHORTLY. 


WHO 
ARE THESE 
PEOPLE? 








(mes. TOLLIVER. I LOOK AT \] 


T CAN TELL HOW, 
GROW LIP TO LOOK. 


} THAT'S VERY 
INTELLIGENT OF YOU 
TELL Tow your 
NEPHEW GREW 
SZ, uP TOO. 
HOW 
NY wHo's CAN YOU, MY 
DEAR? 


me ET Ee 
Ye 


NEPHEW Zowaep. 
HE As, A QUIET 
ITTLE BOY. 


SHE WANTS: 
TO BE A COP LIKE 





BROT THER ikea (OPAL ; 





GOTTA Hi 
HARDER" 'N THAT ou 


nO Woes BeING Me 





AND MR. ZUCCO 


WAS SHOWING. 


us 


ALL THE NEAT STUFF 
HOUSE, 





I'MOLP AND NO ONE VISITS 
ME, SO 1 GUEBS I'VE GROWN 
ALITTLE ODD IN MY WAYS... 


WHAT ABOUT YOU, 
MATT? YOU WERE SO BRAVE 
GRABBING YOUR SISTER AWAY 

FROM THAT VILLAIN. ANY- 
THING HERE YOU'D LIKE? 


GOOD THING WE KNEW 
ABOUT MRS. TOLLIVER'S FAMILY 
Use 
WISE WI 
6M 


2 THAT 
AFRICAN STATUE 
THING 1S KINDA 

NEAT. 


THAT 
OLD THING? 
I FOUND IT OUT 
IN THE HILLS 
ONE DAY. YOU 
WANT IT... 


CAN I HAVE 
MY DAD'S CAP 
BACK? 


HANDED 
IT IN AT THE POLICE STATION. 
I WABN'T GOING TO KEEP IT. 











ty Dp << 


BLUE SKIN. 


CRAZY CHICKS, 
| ee 











ws 
SS 
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: 


N 








YOU LIKE 
THAT? NICE 
MOVE, 

HUH? 


HANDY...THE 

KNIFE IN THI 

STATUE. ME, I 
T 


pe. 











= 








WHOA, 


SILVER. 









I CAN \ 
CONTROL IT WITH 













NO. WHY 
THE 
KILLINGS? 


VE PSYCHOSIS | 

wi VEL. HEIGH : 
PROBLEM. | 

J 


WHERE'S. 
HE GOING? 










s6CApE 
mag iN ie 









YOU HAD ALL THE 
PIECES. ALMOST. 
THE JAZZ BAND. 







SANDS HAD A SISTER. 

SHE WAS WILD. SHE KNEW 
ANOTHER FELLOW WHO 
WAS KNOWN AS 
STARMAN THEN. 















EXCEPT, I DOUBT 
THE BIRD EVER HAD 
A TRIP LIKE THE ONE 


MY BAND CAME 

OVER THE NEXT MORNING 

AND FOUND ME COMING 

TO. TIFFANY WAS DEAD 

BESIDE ME...BEATEN 
TO DEATH 











HER NAME WAS 
TIFFANY. AFTER HER BLUE 
se VANIGHED WE HOOKED 














ANYTHING GOOD 
ENOUGH FOR CHARLIE 
PARKER |S GOOD 
ENOUGH FOR ME, 
RIGHTZ 



































l THOSE GOALS 
ARE EASIER 
OBTAINED BY 
MONEY AT THE 
ONSET. 


WHAT ID 


AND A COUPLE OF YEARS 
SANDS DO? 


LATER WHEN SANDS 
OVERDOSED I THOUGHT THAT 
WAS IT. THE OTHERS WERE 









$0 YOU 


— PAID FoR 
NOTHING. HE HAD NO. THEIR FUTURES 





T ' IN RETURN ACCESSORIES TO MURDER, 
NOTHING THAT Tue Love OF Sienees NONE, Ss THEM WERE GOING 
[AGE FOR 
MONEY TO FEED HIS HABIT done Bene ce 
JUNKIE’S DEATH. 


DIDN'T OLITWEIGH. 







THE REST OF 
THE BAND...BLAKE, 
LEWIS, TRUELOVE. 
THEY WERE YOLING.. 
ALL OF THEM. ..THEY 

HAD THEI FUTURE 





GOALS IN SIGHT. 

























BUT SANDS, HE'D BEEN A 
DRAIN ON MY RESOLIRCES. A 
HABIT...FEEDING HIS...THE ONLY 
GOOD THING TO COME OUT OF 
IT WAS THAT I NO LONGER 
HAD THE SPARE INCOME 
TO INDULGE MY OWN. 


HE'D CONTACTED THE OTHER. 
BAND MEMBERS. HE TOLD ME 
\ THEY'D BACK HIS STORY IF HE 
WENT TO THE POLICE. 










NO. HE FAKED 
HIS DEATH. FOR 
CRIMES OF HIS OWN 
HE'D COMMITTED. 







THEY DENIED THIS, ALL 
OF THEM, BUT 1 COLILON'T 
TAKE THAT CHANCE. 













YEAR AGO, 













sO YOU 
DRESSED 
A PBYCHO 
uP AS 
RAGDOLL. 







HOW : 

7 DELIGHTFULLYy \_ 
IRONIC iF HE'D 
KILLED YOU 
SO WITH IT, 






BEING OVERLOOKED. 






FUNNY. THE 
KNIFE THE LUNATIC WAS 
GOING TO USE. THAT WAS 
TIFFANY'8. SHE GAVE 

IT TO ME. 
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f 
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jaf 
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WH-- 
WHO'RE YOU 27/ 
WHAT DO YOLI 
“WANT 2/1 


BONGO BEAT 
BROUGHT YOU 
PLENTY. HIGH 
TIME ON SEVEN 
COLORS. 


NOT GONNA 
BEAT YOLIR WAY 
oO OUTTA THis, 
THOUGH. 


7 ITHINK MR. Yo 

e WASHINGTON'S Vf 
S\ GONNADO ff 
JUST FINE. / 


ALLOWE! 











IT DIDN'T TAKE RALPH DIGBY 
TO WORK OUT WHO KILLED THE 


ORIGINAL RAGDOLL. EVEN THOUGH 
DAD WOLILON'T TELL ME RIGHT OLIT. 


JAY GARRICK IS TOO. 
MUCH THE BOY SCOUT. 









ALAN SCOTT I6 TOO 
MUCH THE HERO. CIN FACT I 
THINK HIS POWERS WOLILON'T 
WORK IF HE EVE TOOK A 
LIFE. I THINK. MAYBE.) 


BUT MY DAD. DAD WAS 


BUT STILL A 
STARMAN TOOK 


AND I'M 
ABOUT TO LET THAT 
HAPPEN AGAIN. 
NOT TO SOME 
NEW 1010 
DRESSED UP LIKE 
AKID'S TOY. 












SO NOW I CAN 
AGAIN PONDER THE 

GREATER GUESTIONS 
IN LIFE... 


2 
LIKE EVEN. 
THOUGH 1 CALIGHT 
TYRELL. 
2 





-,.1 WONDER IF 
HE'D SELL ME THAT 
AFRICAN STATUETTE? 


DCP 


The New Standar j 


